Uncle Hany Talks About the E

- Kaiser of

Germany -

“What do you think about the)
Haiser?" asked Jimmy.

*“I don’t think very much of him.,"
replied Unecle Harry. laughing. ,and

that 1 don't waste very much time
thinking about him st all’ But 1
suppose what you have in mind I
the news dispatches that have been
in the paper from time to time
about the plans that the allles have
been making to try the Kalwer.”

“l have been wondering what the
zllles would do about the Kalser,
too.” added Joe. *“The government
of Holland refuses to agree to the

then he added: “and one reason s

try ‘of Holland. When the allies Te-

ment to surrender the Kaliser,
Holiand government refused, and
an
try.
peo

believe that,

|
P"Iurst of the allied supreme coun-

cll to surrender the Kaiser fér
trial, and | have been uonderln‘|
what would be done about it.”

“The opinion of the world seems
to be divided on this* question.”™
said Uncle Harry. “There is no
question, however, outside M Ger-
many—and I am not so sure that
wWe cannot Inciude quite a number
of the Germans, that the kaiser is
fully deserving of personal pun-
ishment. But the problem that
puzzies many people is, Would any
real mgood be accomplished by at-
tempting ta conipel Holland by
force to surrender the Kaiser and
then

Dingraced and Humiliated.

self a cowsrd flee m his | Prisoner in Holland, and If he eve
; Ny Seaing  So itries 1o ‘come back’ as Napoleon did—
well, T don't think he will fare even as

swn country when the German Rev-
slution =tarted back in November,
1%18. one of two things would un- |
irubtedly have hapened.
sither have been mrrested and tried |

by the German revolutionists and
sessibly executed, or under the
crmg of the treaty of peace be-

iween the allies and Germany, Ger-

many would have been compelled
te surrender the Kalser and his|
rial would probably now be under

nay. But the Kaiser fled from his
awn country into the neutral coun-

imposing upon him whatever }
punishment might be fixed by the |
court that would try him.” - |

He would |

and suffering that hi=s attempted pro-
; world  will
| stand, 1T hope, az an everiasting warn-
ing to ambitious and autocratic rul-

gram brought into (he

ers and tyramts everywhere.

THE ONCE ALL-POWERFULRULERIS
VIRTUALIY APRISONER N HOLLAYD

cantly asked the Holland goverm-
the

the reply to the allies stated that
| there is at present no International
| law under which a ruler of & coun-
try that hasg been vanquished in
international conflict and ha#
fled to & mneutral country cam be
surrendered by that neutral coun-

“Accordipg twe recent news dis-
patches from Europe there are some
who are still urging the allied
to obtain possession of
the _Kaiser at dny cost, while others
under the present c¢ir-
cumstances, with 88 many other prob-
lema pressing on the world for solution
and relief, it is not worth while mak-
Ing an issue over the former ruler of
Germany¥Ywho is, after all, only one

‘upd, Wiggily and Sammle Lit
tl¢ tall, the boy rabbit. were alone
n the burrow, or underground
thouse. one . day.
I “l think 'l go out and look for
\an adventuré,” said the rabbit 'gen-
|tlemu:.. ru I b "

“And I'll go with ydg, if I may,”’
sald Sammie. . %

“That whl be jolly,” - sald Uncle
Wigglly. “Get on your. hat ‘and
coat and don't Worget your mittens,
Bammile, as it Is very cold out to-

" -

a

“T'il get them!” exclaimed Sam-
mie, but pretty ‘soon the rabbit
uncle heard Bammle cry:

“Oh, I can't gol! Oh, my mit-
tens!" 3 |

“What. have you lost your mit-
tens? called Uncle Wiggily,

“No, 1 haven't lost my mittens"
Bammie answered, “but they' have
big holes in them. 111 freeze my

paws." . .
“Very. true,” -spoke Uncle Vl;—
glly. "“Let me see your mittens,

Bammie.”

Bo the little rabbit boy . brought
his mittens. Truly, the mittens
each had holes - in.

“No, you can't wear them, gsaid
Uncle Wiggily. “But if the holes
were sewed sh you ' could.”

“Oh, T know how to sew-—a lit-

Ped . 5
B o o v ianie ot ald Rammle - o7 “gom
{before the world disgraced and humll- | oo, e ot
iatedd. Hia own German people over- 5 " -

| threw his governmen'. and some “rJhul’:::tl:ylobn-z'w “\"'m: I?:ujlr:-lll't“:“:r-ltE
| them would undoubtediy have tunwd_un... 1au he.d Uncle Wi 1 “Get
their guns on him Wt ‘he boen hrave | o 07 m-ed'le and pm":: ,'nn a
enough to remain in Germany. What| oo

[the Kaiser tried to do, and the sorrow “Why do 1 need-a thimble?™

asked Sammie, -
‘“Fo,push the needle throdgh the
cloth of the mittens, to be sure”

answerfd tha rabbit gentleman.
“Well, 1'll sea if 1T can find a
thimbte," said Sammle.

.50 he hunted all over, but no
thimble could he find,” and at last
he went out in the kitchen and got
the nutmez grater. b

“Thiz nutmeg grater s, rough.”
said Sammie. “T guess it will do.*

"l guess =0 agreed Vncle Wig-
gily, who didn't know much more
|about =ewing than the boy rabbit.
| Sammlie hadeone hole sxowed and
'he was starting on the other, push-
ing the needle through with the
‘edge of the nuolmeg grater, when,
‘all of a sudden, the door apened,
and in came bounding a big, shagey

“Today
“#{ad the Kaiser not proved him- l‘“f the German Empire is virtually a

the once all-powarful_ruler

well as Napoleon fared.”

Editor's Note — Uncle Harry
will be glad to answer<inqui-
ries, either in this column or by
matt, provided letters are sign-
ed with the full name and ad-
dress of the person wrlting.
The correspondents’ names will
not appear in the articles.

f(C«p}rlghl. 1020, by The MeClure Newspaper

Byndicate.)

(ehap, all covered with snow
“licieles and bits of bark from
“Oh! Oh! Oh!" howled this queer

jereature. “Oh, what shall 1 do?
{Oh, somebody’'s got to do some-
'thing!™

“Dear me!" exclaimed Uncle Wig-
'gily. jumping out of his chair
quickly. “What does thia mean?
{Who Is this and what does he
|want

*h, somehody's got to do some-
thing, or else I will'™ howled this
strange chap.
| “Dear me!” said Uncle Wiggily
agaim. “I wonder If he means
he'll do something by taking
souxe "

“I'm
mie,

afraid =0.," answered Sam-

By May Christie

Helene's Marned Life

(Copyright, 1920, McClure Sy

NXIX—Off to Church.

ndicat!.)

-~ -

“Helene,” Alice went on, ““yYou seem-
21 Tather keem to play the guardian |
angel to the unknown youth who had
he accident.” Alice's eyes were se-
rious. “Well, why  don’t you come
sver to Anstruther Lodge and help to |
purse him?"’

I felt amazed.

“But, Alice, You laushed at such an
dea yesterday!'’

She had ‘the grace to look a littie

iwkward. =

“{h, my bark’s worse than my bite!
*a tell the truth, Helene, I admired
sou for vour courage! You know I'm
simply terrified of illness”™

I{ listened in amasement. Alice re-
senting my offér to nurse Jim I could
‘ully understand! If she loved my
lim. that was but natural! But this
sew, softened Alice, actually desiring
ny presence by her lover's bedside— |
hat was incredible!

Buf, oh! I dare not refuse! 1 longad
o be with Jim!

And yet pride—accursed pride—made |
ne hide my true feelings. |

“You can telephone me, Alllcl. i rolu |
i ou really want me,” I said cool- |
_\,-ud i happen to be rather fond of |
wursing.” I

Alice and her husband went away. |

Most of the guests were due to re- |
urn to London en the following morn- '
ng. I must either do the same or g0
.ack to Ansthruther Lodge. The
hought of my little fiat in London—
ereft of Jim—seemed Inexpressibly
freary. A Queer, magnetic power
eemed to draw me to the bedside of
vy husband, as if—ill though he was—
o knew my whereabouts, and willed
hat I should come and nurse him!

And yet I dreaded —* how 1
ireaded!—our approaching inter-
riew!

The Sabbath bells pealed out, in-

e pting my reverie. A Ereat
a seemed to brood ever the
ountryside. And a longing -~ame
o me to go to church—one of
hese dear, quaint little churches
vhere perchancy 1 might fnd
wace!

“Miss Beauclare, I wonder If
ou'd care to attend morning serv-
ce with me?" Mr. Travis Lioyd
toad at my elbow. There was a
vistfulness in his rather brooding
yea. *“It would be such a pleas-
ire—" f | -

I smiled and nodded.

“lI shall be delighted” 1 said
mickly. *“1 do believe you are a
aind-reader, and uticiutq peo-

ile's wishes!™

Tony came up at that moment
« "Helené, you p ised to take a
ralk with me!" His
refiendously possessive.

“Indeed, 1 did nothing of the
ort, young man!" I tumed away
to

ighter. se-
. scted my prettiest sult, the better
o

ut the gueer chap kept dancing
around. bumiping into things, but he
made no move toward taking Uncole

Wizzily's scuse, and at last the
rubbit gentleman politely asked:
| “What Is the matter, and who are
you? P

“(th. the matter 1s that my back
itches so in the middle, where I
can’t reach to seratch it, that I'm
almost crazy!” was the answer.
“Oh. seratch my back. I've rolled
in the snow, in jcicles and leaves
and against trees, but 1

scratch my back!™
“I'll scratch it.” =ald Sammie, and

he did—with the. mitmeg grater.
And then the leaves, and other
tracting manner i flung a tawny thing= fell to the floor. and there
silken vell over the back of the Was Mr, Twistytail, the nice pig
small hat, and it fluttered behind 8€ntieman
me in approved fashion. Then Sammie finished sewing up

"Helens Bepuclare—or, to be cor-

¢nfnanting image in the  glass.
emiled at the pert,

back at
play this
for-iim is going t
you'll. be
wife

me.
role

“But
very

a happily
again, please

carried
God!”

Iittl

1
piquant face—
(anl the naughty image in the Elass
| smiled you-
| wan't long— | criticiam where gspeakers
0 get better, ahd cerned.

{hi= mittens, and he was glad he had

rect, Helene St. Aubyns—you cer (U50d the nutmeg grater fgr a
tainly look the part of a gay | thimble and so was Mr. Twisty-|
| Erass-widow!"™ 1 remarked to m.-_lail. and then Uncle Wiggily and

he boy rabblt had a fir
‘enture In the woods with th
entleman.

=l S -

ad-

t
| plg

are c¢on-
| Btrikes and labor troubles are

| dicated. A serious -lot or uprising

My eyes filled With quick tears. For|in some way connected with foreign.
Jim, in shite of all that had occurred  €'s !n this country is prognosticated.

o part us, still held my heart.

I brushed the tears away, and

hastily dabbed a little powder on my | the penduluin of public opifion will)
A wild-rose flush was in my | swing so

LosE,
clieeks

':l'uu'l'e a regular siren, and you | inspire orutors are pot
ought to be kept under lock and key!" end many women
whispered Tony as I passed him in

the hall. He stared at me resentfull
t 8 v s
Carrying the old boy ofr his fet and—
and chucking me over dellberately!"
I lnughed outright, Tony does make
the“wlldest statements,
“What about Alice™ I whis
mischievously back. eees

Teny flushedd darkly, He frowned.

herself!"

I thought this wasn't wer e -
manly, and tactfully told hil{) fo.ntle
“Dan’t be a prig, Helene' Anyvone
with an ounce of gumption would
know what | mean! Alice chucks her-
self perpetually at a fellow's head—"

avail himself of Alice's hospitality!”
I cut in. My iInstinet is always to de-
fend the absent. Besldes, Tony's idea
of chivalry is rather odd at times and
needs correct’ng.

“Oh, how you rub it in!" he groaned,
“As If you didn't know perfectly who
it is I'm ecrazy over!

dearest—"
“For goodhefs sake."” I rejoined,
dughing, “this isn't the time and

place for a declaration of that sort'
Besides—"—] lowered my tones diss

woman longs for in a man—she In-
=lsts upon it, Tony—and you haven't
got 1ti"

“And what Is that?
nt);d.

“Sincerity!™ I nodded ily at him,
and ran off. s

Tumormw—A“Friend in Need.

zaid he, an-

“The stars Incline, but do not compel,”

HOROSCOPE.

SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 15, 1920.
(Copyright,“ 1900, by The McClure Newspaper
Syndicate ) #
Astrologers read this as rather an
unfavorable day, for Venus and Mars
are both in evil place, -
There is a sicn read as presagin,
troubles for women who engage in
public work. Embarrassing circum-
mn?. may attend some great move-

Ministers and all who seek blic
approbation may find the it
Influence intmical |

ical to them whilé
configuration prevalls.
m!av::ub,abwla ‘.h’t pledging them-
engagement or marriage at
this time, for there is a forecast of

“Alice ia .naking a darned fool of[

The scers who have long foretold
| reactionary tendencies declare that

far back that puritanieal
ideas will hold sway.

muy win fame,
Among these one will become a great
teacher and leader,

Beauty is llkely to become a cult
| within the next few years, for a
| movement that brings better under-
standing of its mission will gather
gEreat strength at this time, owing to
some benefaction or legacy.

The death of a public man to whom
many persens look for guidance is
rrophesied.
|, Persons whose birthdate it s should
be especially wary of litigation or
quarrels during the coming year.

Children born on this day may be
rash and impetucus. These subjects

and |
traes. |

our
I

can't

in=-,

The stars that| e shook his head despondently.
ent at this time |

yal
-
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New York—"Hello, there! What if we are prize kittens? All we

want is a spool or two and =om¢ nice tangly yarn, and we'll lose our

| dignity in a hurry!”

True. these kittens are prize winners, but what little boy or girl

' should he awed by that?

|
1]
! three were ‘winners in the recent

benefit, children.
COme for a romp.

Phychie and Purrsia, the twins who ap-
pear to be waiting the signal to go “over the top,”
Marian Hope. of New York. Lhe silver tabby beneath. Commander
Stripes. is owned by Mrs® Lyman B. Sturges, of New York

belong to Miss

All
New York Cat Show.

Commander Stripes. Purrsia and Psychie posed just for your
You can see they are waiting for an invitation to

“Balls are* great things to play with. t00,” purrs Psychie. « “And

i
!
1
1 as for curtains—well!”

~
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T
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REMODELING A WIFE

A Story of Married Life Where the Husband Would Be a Creator

By MILDRED K. BARBOUR.
Coprright, 1920, by The MeClure Newspaper Syndier e

XXXI—A Midnight Visitor,

“Alex! I'm so happy to sec you! I
declare 1 could kjss you,” Deris greel-
ed young Muncaster rapturously.

“Well, I'm willing,”” grinned that
| young man, grasping her hand warm-

ly. *“But do it quick before Carring-
ton sees me.”
| Doris glggled happily and drew him
into Margaret's small sitting room
back eof the library.

] know you won't wan! to meet the
mob in there,” indicating the drawing
rooms from which issued the hum of
converza! pn and Mre. Stevenson's
tinkling lmugh, “and besides 1'm just
hungry to talk to you about—home."

“You look 11, Muncaster glanced her
over critically, You're thinner, Doris,
' but some queen, believe me.”

“Am I still pretty?* Doris titled her
head coquettishly with a sudden re-
pewal of her babbling girlhood man-
her, -
| "Are you? Gesh'' Alex mopped his
brow fol-ﬂh;{!_\‘. “Uan't vou hear my
heartbeats?"

Dloria giggled appreciatively,

“Now do slt down In this comfortable
chair by the fire and I will get you a
bit of supper.’”

“But 1 jusr had dinner on the train
aboul 9 o'clock,” he protested.

| "Alex, T never. knew you when you
| eouldn’t eat.,”

“It's no use, 1 can't be a romantic

figure. You can take a fellow seri-
jously that you're always trying to
IHeed."

| Doris sped naway and returned al-
| most immegdiately with a tray eon
Elatnlng sand@wiches and sweet cakes
jand a decanter of golden wine, with
| two glasses.
" Muncaster ralsed his brows in sur-
prisey

“Only faney Mamma McKim seeifig
this! She's a white ribboner, isn't
she?" . ; ™

Poris looked guilty.

"1 dom’'t really like It,” she con-
fessed ns she poured out the golden
liquid, “and the first [ drank madg me

“But the fellow doesn't disdain to

of ‘Aquarius may be peculiarly liable
to accldent and shouid be carefully
guarded while they are young.

awful sick, but they serve it every
night for dinner and Stewart says it
looks provineial if I"don't take any."

L

“Provincial? Hum!" Alex refrained
from comment and took a sandwich at

'u gulp.

“Now fire away with your questions,
Doris. 1'll answer between swallows,"

And Dorie did. For fifteen deliclous
minutes she plied him with queries
and gradually
manner sdpped from her.
=hy hesitancy left her

Her alr of
and =he =at

curled up in a big cushioned chair|thing, might please har.

with one slippered foot tucked umnder
her, the other, showing a generous
portion of silk hosiery, swinging ex-
citedly with her increasing eagerness.

Upon this nappy scene Carington chi-
teted suddenly. Before his ready
frown, Doris’ mood droppel from her
I"ke a cloud obscuring the sunlight.
She set both feet carefully on the
fivor and her flushed happiness guv
wav to g slightly strained sedateos

Muncaster did not fail to note the
change. Though he sprang up arnd
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over his doorway,
T th It in the open
air, for his added comfort. A silver

3

pitcher of wine stood on a taboret,

ceptable, having been
spring-water. But all was secondary,
even the silent departure of the
guards, for he was thinking in a whirl
of Helen March.

Her innotence was amazing. like
her wisdom—an American personality
with, strange diagonals of the Orient.-
Con loved the tang of desert sunlight
upon her face, her throat and arms,
Her shoulders were neither wide nor
narrow, and she was not tall. He

remembered everything she had suid,

and was unable to evade her final ut-
teérance, which became more and more
A sublimated poison to him. He
turned back to vesterday, recalled
how she had ridden, how her pony
had galloped from the top of the
mvine after her word had saved them
how her brown hair had streamed out
from the soft gray cloak No Chinese
princess could ever have riddden al
such » pace. Bul, agaln, there was
the gentle, ulmost lifeless movement
of her hande, and the low fullness of
her voice when she talked of Tau

Kuan.

Bhe was a delightful sorrow to Lev-
ington, ax If all his days, too, had
forctold her. She @id not know her-
self. She was eighteen.” The gays

(0f these ouiland people were familiar

i
|

to her, and it was natural she =hould
love their national interests, strangely
like America's. bitterly different.
The reddish palace was home. Her
mother was gone. The grand vizier
had brought her American gowns,
street suits, and other articles the
gentle criminal. Morna, had dizplayed
al Sperman’'s, In a city terribly far
distant. .
q‘here wa® no estimating the pains
the old Chinese had taken to secure
swch things for her. Con knew at
least of his connection with the
Wedger house, which must have been
arranged by secret means, and it was
clear that Chee Ming had taken
many a point from Cecil Wedger's
incipient queens of the cinema. ‘The

wizir had been content to cook for a

the Aittle repressed,

wrung Carrington’s hand with boyish |

enihusiasm, hls greeting was not as
wholelicarted as it appeared,

(It is a great pleasure to

|
'
sep |

you aguin, Muncaster.” Carrington|

welecomed HWim with dignity.
you come In and meet our guests™

“If it's all the same to you, I'd
rather not,” said Muncaster.

“Will |

young snob, merely to garner some
information as to how a young Amer-
ican girl should be dresscd, how she
must talk and think, and what, if any-
Con appre-
ciated the genius that had maac the
exclusive Wedgers a part of ee
Ming's plan for the completion of Tau
Kuan, Empire of the Yellow Sun.

The tangie of East and West trou-
bled Levington more and more. Helen
ihud almost lost her mother s counsel
regarding Prinece Yekutoi. It was too
casy to feel the dead Eithna's horror
of the young Mongol. and of the plan
she had foreseen, his marriage with
her little white dalighter. The mother
must have striven tp develop Ameri-
can instincte—the riding of ponies,
love of oak trees, independence, and
natural frankness

Levington saw more vividly how
March must have loved Eithna, how
the Jdoss of her had nearly broken
down his sanity, and, at last, how he

{had kept secrei hiz innermost inten-
&lion for another journey into the peril-

“I'm [ous Gobi.

It had meant too much for
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He arose in

had come In out of the sun,
now a-squat beside the divan.
bhe pulled the cord that set
the long curtains swaying overhead
From time to time he sprinkled water
upon these curtaims, then resumed the
fanning. But physical comfort only
He felt

elaborate attentions
upon him only to make him a better
white sire in the history of Tau huan.

No one came. The sun laid a gold-

en path across the rug of the outer
| room. Levington's repeated re-
| quests, invitations and demands for
Chee Ming resulted in nothing. The
day seemed interminable.

At the hour of wsunset his two
warriors appeared at the door, with
two others. They were always the
| stame sort of tall, muscular riders,
and seemed to represent a certain
| blend of large-boned races. especial-
ll_v designed for war. They led Con
to the baths, and March was already
| there, prone upon the mat, fuffering
|the barber. The familiar key-shaped
blade was poised and darting about
| his face.

“They brought me & Kurdizsh wo-
man,” sald March, with a tinge of
disgust.

“What is our move?" asked Lev-

ington, as they unwound his cos-
tume, and the masseur appeared nt
his side.
b “T can't bear 1t." sald March
“We've got to find & way Have
you figured out’ anything™
*I haven't forgotten that we are

at least five weeks' journey from
anywhere, and every hour of those
werks an Impossibility to us™

The irony hurt the younger man, |

who saw that his friend was broken.

The odds dismayed March. His be-
loved was dead. His quest had end-
ed in this weird defeat. "And it is

too late to stop their marriage.” he
concluded His despair was very
hard for Con.

The baths were accomplished
without another opportunity for
words, and Con was taken under
guard to his two rooms and the
roof. He had seen no more of the
palace than before—the zame dim
scented corridars, the spray of three
| fountains, the
cents that iis roofs cast down upon

| the houses clustered under the east- |

ern wall. He could not guess how
many human beings wers contsined
He saw nothing of the stunt-

| here.

ed
| for they did not @well within the
the city. The soldiery was in evi-
dence, mostly upon steeds that were
more sturdy than syhmetrical. On
the refurn across the palace jawn.
Con had noted a small party of
women, closely wveiled, moving
ward the fountains. Their robes
were of figured stuffs, the ends of
thelr head-vefls drifting white. Two
coffee-colored glants had walked be-
hind them. .
" Food was served as before. At
tendance was servile and silent. The
dinner was worth eating, for it in-

to-

orange-colored leaves, spley
each as round as & penny, and veg-

etables which were In flaver like
I potato crossed with L ] iery The
wine was an evening breath from

fruitful places.

Again he sent for the vizier and

no one came. The mists of day's
end lifted from the western fields
|and once again the flocks were
herded away for the mnight. Just

over the western fortification four

camels were unhitched from their
Iplows. and driven to the rushy|
epring near the sheds The little

travel-stained and the old dress suit{him to put his hope in words. He had.| monkey visited the white man again

is hunging in the cedar closet back
home™

|

planned to run down the International
beast, Koresh; all that side of the

{in time to share cumquats and green |

tea,

“As you please” shrugged Car-|story was just as he had confided it |ing the roof, searching mentally for

rington; “Doris, the Fredericks are to Levington.

But then therd had been

'escape. He wanted to talk with

leaving, Will you ask Mr. 31l,ncn,.|much more. March's interests did net | March.

tér to excuse you while you accept| Pegin or end in a federal commisssion. |

their adfeux?"

Obediently Doris rose.

“I'll send a charming girl in to
take my place,” she promised.

“No one could take your place”
declared Muncaster gallantly,
Doris had gone. 8he came back a
moment later, accompanied by Lila
Demarest.

“Lila, here's the dearest hoy
from -home, Please be nice to him,
while’ T attend to my duties as
hostess.* ’

Completely forgetting to name
them to each other, she sped away
again to extend a stiff little hand
and a fixed little smile to the pon-
derous adiefix of Margaret's
friends,

Helene dear—

creetly—"there’s one quality that a
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THE ANTEATER

vy

Maybe it was Molly's

THE PELICAN
3 ~Finding paint in an old tin
Is v&‘ the ‘pelican’s.trou-
Fot he. it up like 3
nd o little way down the |

- ~And - lit

Aunt Kate.

LT oy 1
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F Or his owh
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THE CAMEL

He sails his craft on « “'dus- -

ty sea
A fact that's very strange

Final rays of sunlight touched the

| Con realized now the deep and doubdle | high apartments of the palace. but

joy of his friend when he had nhrst
found Chee Ming in Dory sireet, mar-
keting the drug, only,to find that the
tracings led to the Gobi Desert

The affaif of the present morning

enchanted garden. Despite seeming
leisure, events in the palace went tbo
swiftly for a final valuation. Con was
puszled to find that the more closely
he tried to recall the garden, the ap-
pearance of the fat lord, the singing
bird, the dancer, and the magician, the
less he knew about them. Had the
juggler poured his wine into the
fourth dimension, or was the watcher

left_his own in blue twilight.
curving tiles jutted ddwn closely
over every window, like clinging.
watchful shadows. The walls
eruel to the white man

The

He began

but| recurred to mind—the monzoul in his |to imagine the marriages and mat-

{ings In theose upper chambers, the
{deaths and births and sullen hearts,
lcold lust, endless lassitpde

| With the darkness came the Ara-
"Ivian girl. One of her guards re-
. mained with the two at the stalir-
iway. The maid faced m=ain the
man who puzzled and terrified her
{Con could not read the warm deptha
{of her eyes but fancled many

Men Sleep
Jeremy Lane.

could
clearly. Evidently it was & prayes
very earnestly presented. More and
more it sounded llke the voice ®f
Andrew

of men at night. were not holding
their post of duty, for the staireas
was empty. A talk with Andrew

person.

disgust, and stared at the brass ln-m]
fragrant green oll. The MY | better than these brooding medita-

The fire in Lthe young,

broad shadow-cres- |

and crooked maen of the mines, |

cluded roast lamb, a salad pf small |
and |

Levington began all over, pac- |

felt |

merely transported by a breath of | things. She attempted a few words
the drug? levington went now to the 'in her own language, then smiled
outer corners of his prison, enduring | faintly as he failed to comprehend
the hostile eves of a double guard, 10! He wouldl never know what she had
look for the vine-covered bower of|wished to tell him. Again hs gave

royal entertainment, but could see
nothing of it. He must have turned
into a courtyard of the palace itselfl.
One grim assurance clung to him—
the sinister fragrance of Koresh.
Though mid-afternoon, as often as
his nctive mmnd abandoned some new
and equally futile plan of escape, his
thought circled around to Helen. He
reclined under the green silken awn-

her the inner chamber and drew the
jcurtaine after her, agaip he went
circuiting about his incldsure. The
monkey whimpered, then climbed
over the wall the way he had come,
quite distressed that his new friend
should not notice him.

Night hours deepened about the
palace. Some time toward midnight

l,a mumble of worde reached the pris-

oner from a'space nclow.
unusual, for the voices of the city

ing and .repeated her name, He was
awakened to the center of his being,
and was scarcely aware that every

March was worth a risk; It gvan
necessary if they were to work te-
gether for escape. They would need
2 policy to gulde their remaining
days In captivity. Anything was

tions mlome.
prisoner's wveins focused to mome
purpose. He descended the stairs,
but at the foot of them discovered
that they had brought him no mear-
er the voice. In faet, thers were
other wolces unpleasantly near. He
|went up aguin and leaned over his
wall, to learn how the moakey
jclimbed up- and down so readily
Quite certainly mow he heard his
friend talking. The stars Were w
|eool faint Jight upon the walls
|which were rough-hewn. He could
distingulsh the ledge of a window
below him, half-way to the ground

He knotted the silken cloths from
the divan In the first room and fas: .
l--mnﬂ one end of this soft rope to the
| stone bench. It was not difficult to
(let himself down over the rim of
|walt. caring the strain by pressing
his knees into the depressions of
masonry. Hix toes found the ledg-
He grimly hoped that he had heard

arigh!, that Murch was really near
The window was open. the prayer
stopped.

“Hello®"

The stillnese of the whale earth
sesmed to originate just &t this
window ledge. Then a hand toucavre
him, and March whispered, “Don't
talk.”

The elder prisener mowved back
into the darkness, while Con cmme
!ln at the window. Sweddenly thers
‘began a seramble, with stermvy
{blows and a rattle March was »!
lgrips with his guard, having takes
|for granted that Levington meant
llo Atlempl escape. Con sensed this=
explanation. He stepped forward un-
certainly, his hands feinting for bet -
| He In the gloom he leapt at the
{larger form, a desert soldier, whos
larms whipped about INke falling
| trees Three throats strained for
| breath, but it was the warrior whe
smothered under a white wman's
hang He bit Con's palm. and that
irlmwd the brief battle, for it anger-
iOrI Levington and he sent in his
;ffw- hand The huge son of Tau
ikh n collapsed The figure of =
+u--m,.r-. darted from a shadowy cor-
iner. She was moaning softly, “une
Eher robe fluttered as she ran out
| *“She will give an alarm.’
|March, panting
“Your Murdish friemd ™
“Yes. she hates me as much
they do.™
| “Because you refused—
Witheout further words, the
{bruﬂnen mounted the window - ledg
|g:lnrod bark threugh the darkmne
';‘.'I: the motionless guard
Isilent figure in dense
{dropped to the earth
| Their fall was considerabir "
jracked their lsgs, but pain was over
looked in haste. They ran close
der the western wall of the palace
turning at the north end. neross the
|hruad lawn, to the lane bevond
which were the dwellings of b«

a hulkinge
shadow

'fighters All was dark They me
no xentinel. The descrt scarcely
quired wateching. They sped aver
the heavy dust of the street and
! gained the high-arched gate. A worn
 iadder was hooked here for antigue
| battles uses From the top of the

fortification they glanced down a:
| another necessary jump and took it

| B1de by smide they ran. following the
|trail of the pack-camels Behind
jthem, within the walls, the agoed

crier of the hours sent up his voicr
| full to trembling with the
| And arousing every soldier

of

news
L

. 3 har

=

I sald Con
| (To be Continued)
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[WHAT&S IN A NAME?

1
|

Ry MILDRED MARSHALL |
' —
L
; MAGGIE.

Although Scottish Jin Itself the
name Muggie is originally derived
from the Mersian, being of the sam.
iroot as the name Margaret Ta
| the lucky bearer of this name the
jpear]l is the jewel assigned ha
{delightful motion that the o¥sier
rising to the surface «f the ocenn

| at night and opening its shell in
! adoration, received in fts mouth a
jdrop of dew congealed By the moon.
shine, is responsible for this dolicate
fantasy of the pearl

The name was brought to Scotlan)
by Margarett Etheling, wife of Msl-
colm Ceanmds, where It became the
national Beottish fominine name. Be-
cauge & pearl of price is associated
with the pearly gates of the Celestial
regions, the name of Maggie—or, more
usually, its originul, Margaret—has
been given to innumerable saints.
! By wearing her natal stome, the
| pearl, the bearer of the name Mar-
garet will fulfill the promise of the
&fods, which gives her purity, charm
and affability. Her lucky day Is set

! as Monday and seven ls her fortunate

number. For her to dream of pearis

This was'| gignifics faithful friends.

(Coprright, 1820, by The Whesler

new plan for escape i ded two
others besides himgelf, and one a

LA L

princess. Mentally she remained with
him—in her throne-room, her glance
toward the prisoner she had spared,
her boredom with the proceedings, her
beautiful feet, a Western woman as»
he must have guessed had it not been
for the slight tilt of her brows and
this he had seen, more closely, to be
but the cunning ewrk of her malid-
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servants; her own apartment, sur-

rounded thi American, the “Westingh " Per-

transformation was not complete be- 2 fects whatever it makes
of her Chi traini per-| 5 corps of skilled

sonal qualities that tantalized him,

1y working »— experi- !
the first words that had thrilled him mentl on improve-
so unacountably and the last bringing muu,“ th the pnault

brown of her hair, the curve of girlish the Standard, ¥
the grave pleasure at meet- The Iron shown is the &
ing that stranger, her father, and the u old sise

antee;: sells at a rea-
sonable price.
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